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very careful to avoid the famous camel-thorn. Flight
Lieutenant Moore, in charge of the armoured car
detachment that had come to meet us, was most energetic
and considerate. I slept underneath a bivouac rigged
on to the side of a desert tender* Once or twice I woke
up In the night and looked out, and the moon was
shining brightly, and the Vimy and the Vernon were
there, as in a dream, in the milk-white light. I heard-
the footfalls of the armed sentry echoing through my
dreams. When we woke next morning, low clouds
were again blowing up from the west, and it looked like
rain. We heard that Ziza was fit, so pushed on.

L.G. D /<? Ziza. I went on ahead of Mahon. I
broke out of the wadi N.W. of D out on to the "Plain
of Sorrows/' and although the sky was brimful of
broken rainy cumulus cloud, with, it must be admitted,
patches of doubtful sunshine, almost immediately I saw
the blue pool at Azrak. I went along the track south
of it, came to the place where the short cut made by
the armoured cars goes on, but decided not to follow it,
as it did not look very distinct. The recent rains had
in many places almost obliterated the track if seen in
certain lights. As long as the light was more or less
towards you, the track reflected it and showed up.
If you were flying with the light behind you, the track
became evanescent and merged in the desert. I turned
up northwards to the pool, the finest duck-shooting
area in this part of the world; and passed the second
short-circuiting loop, as this also looked indistinct.

The ground here is covered with tracks made by
araioured cars and shooting parties, and is most confusing.
I hoped to find the track as it left the landing ground
no* to the marsh at C. I not only failed to see the